MIDDLE LIFE

are plenty of appreciative remarks; but none of those
brilliant flashes with which Buskin could light up the
well-worn topics of descriptive enthusiasm, and couch
our dull eyes to new aspects of familiar beauties.
We feel that the man of genius gives his personal
impressions, which are, therefore, more or less governed
by accident or prejudice, but which, nevertheless,
extort a partial assent, and at the lowest make us
more vividly conscious of one element in our emotions.
George Eliot, so far as this diary goes, seems to be
simply recording the verdict's already pronounced by
the most enlightened and respectable authorities.ks. In Florence, for example, they
